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Welcome to Seacroft 


Author's Notes: 
Please note that | use some Yorkshire/Scouse dialect in this story. | have decided against accentuating 
inflections (e.g. h-dropping) but since these dialects were still pervasive in the early 80s, I'm using them for 


authenticity's sake. Enjoy! :-) 


England, February 1982 


A black sun ascended over Yorkshire. Here were the scablands, ancient water channels, choppy gouges through 
the earth where the mines had wiped out the good soil and green hills. Here the water had made a desert, and 
the dirt roads swept through it on a ledge below the bluffs and above a narrow, ragged plain. Across a bridge 
spanning the cursed ghostship factories, workshops, and one grotty studio complex, lan stretched over a 
broken rail track and imagined the sky falling over him. He donned his usual black; so very appropriate in the 
freezing wastelands of the north. The colour of secrets and stealth. The colour of death. He needed no mirror 


to tell how very well it became him, how flattering and suitable the hue. 


Soft voices forced him out of reverie. lan opened his eyes and two pale faces loomed over him. One of them 


furrowed his brow at him while the other shook his head. 

"right Mac?" Joe asked cheerfully, as if it were perfectly normal to find lan stretched over a rail track 
lan closed his eyes. 

"Should we call Will?" Andrew asked 


lans eyes shot open. "Why not. And while you're at it, call Northern Rail and ask them to divert their trains to 
Seacroft." 


Joe rolled his eyes. "C'mon chuck, let's go inside and have a cuppa’ 

lan adjusted his head over a knoll of weeds. "Gary said you were a Taurus. 
Andrew nodded. "You too then?" 

"Yeah" 

"What year?" 

"959" 

"Ah 

"Take it you're older?" 

"Take whatever you want, Andy" 


Joe rubbed his hands. "I'm freezing my bollocks out here. Mac, do us a fucking favour and come in Day's grim 
enough without calling the council to dispatch your icicle.” 


lan smiled. 

"C'mon Andy," Joe huffed and turned to leave. 

Andrew gave lan a plaintive look, and lan sighed and peeled himself off the tracks. 

RK 

lan fell onto the sofa with a whoosh of air. Will's eyes studied him as he rolled a joint with painstaking precision 


He sunk into the frayed upholstery and stifled a yawn. Then he looked straight at Will for the first time since 


entering the room. 


"Yog?" 
Will shrugged wearily. 

He pulled himself off the stool and joined lan on the sofa. lan fiddled with the lighter. 
"You gonna smoke that, or is it an artistic statement?" 

lan's head bobbed sluggishly against the frame. Will took the joint and lit it himself. 
"lan," he croaked after a time. "Please, this is killing me." 

lan clicked his face to Will, reminding him of an automaton. 


They both looked up as a loud knock pierced the silence. Andrew entered without waiting for an invitation He 
held three cups of tea. 


Will wiped a tear and smiled gratefully. "Cheers Andy." 


Andrew nodded and sat on lan's other side, handing him a mug. lan took it and stuck it in the gap between his 
legs, the sudden warmth breaking the numbness in his limbs. 


"How's the recording going?" Will asked Andrew and passed him the joint. 

"John's a saint," he took a drag and handed it to lan. "Can't believe the Psychedelic Furs are forking all the 
costs. We just recorded ‘Alice’ and it sounds brill. Gary's fussing over the mixing, but that's what you 
guitarists do." 

Will sipped his tea. 


lan let the joint burn down to the filter. 


eK 
Pete flipped him off. "Sit and spin, Elliott" 


Joe clenched his fists and walked out of the studio. Sav followed him into the kitchen. 

They sat down at the dining table. Joe facepalmed, his eyes boring holes into a carton of milk. Sav lit a 
cigarette and looked at Joe, waiting for him to speak A moment later, Sav shuffled in his chair and then 
stubbed out his cigarette in frustration 


"Out with it already," he muttered. 


Joe placed his elbows on the table and toyed with a napkin. "Nowt to say.” 


Sav took a deep breath and fired up another cigarette. "Well," he sneered "I do. I've had it Joe. I'm done faffing 
about in fucking Seacroft. This isn't what | signed up for." 


Joe shrugged. "Bugger off to London then. I'll leave you to explain to Mutt why we're sat here twiddling our 
thumbs while he's expecting the second fucking coming." 


"Flippin ‘eck! Couldn't be more self-righteous if ya tried” 


"Ow do lads," Steve breezed in and flipped the kettle on. "Traffic was murder and | see yous two are about to 


do away with each other." 

Joe snatched the lighter from Sav and fired up a cigarette. "Don't mind us." 

"Yeah," Sav grinned. "| was just being ungrateful. Joe offered to drop the guillotine on Pete today. | said ‘no 
chuck, we'll face this together’ but our kid insisted on doing the dirty himself and finally ridding us of our 
problem. Fucking saint is our Joe." 

Steve's eyes lit up. "That's brill. Does that mean we can go back to London?" 

Joe glared at Sav. "Aye," he finally said. "Eventually. But we need to do this carefully. And in the meantime 
record some decent fucking tracks or we'll be heading south minus a rhythm guitarist and a record contract. 
We need to get our arses in gear. Look, | know Seacroft is the last place you wanna b-" 

"May as well go back to Sheffield! At least there I'd see me mates.’ 

"Exactly," Joe spat impatiently. "Why d'ya think | brought us to this cesspool? Because | knew you'd be skiving 
off to have tea with yer mum every arsing day, to say nothing of Steve drinking his weight in whiskey as soon 


as he sees his dad. Sorry mate." 


‘Nowt but the truth," Steve shrugged and stirred his tea. "Sorry Sav, but you're on your own about going 
back to bloody Sheffield. Don't ever want to see that rat's nest again" 


"Finel" Sav scoffed. "Oh aye Joe, this place is totally conducive to songwriting and recording decent material. Be 
a fucking miracle if we don't end up hanging ourselves in the attic. Saw lan McCulloch earlier and he looked like 
he was about to slit his wrists." 


"Lord and Lady, Savage, stop whinging about everything!" 


Steve rolled his eyes and left the kitchen. 


Sav gave Joe a look that shot daggers at him. After a time, he stood up and loomed over Joe, and then bent 
down to look him straight in the eye. 


"Listen carefully Joe because l'm only gonna say this once," Sav's voice was cold and measured. "Had all | can 
take of your cowardice. | fucking well refuse to take any more shit from you just because you can barely look 
at me without getting a rash or putting me down. Either way love, I'm done. We're done," Sav pointed a finger 
at Joe's ribs. "Next time you fancy an easy lay or a warm mouth to suck you off you can drive 50 miles to 
Canal Street in Manchester and fucking pay for it, you fucking wanker!" 

The kitchen door slammed with a gust of wind behind him. 

Joe licked his lower lip. And then smashed his fist on the table. 

XE% 

Andrew felt a single drop on his nose. He looked up and observed the stains of mould and splotches of 
mildewed, dank tapestry and exposed brick around him. He sighed in resignation and continued to programme the 
analogue synthesis drum machine. 

"Grim eh?" 

Andrew shrugged. "No skin off my nose. Remember that we're getting this for free." 

"Should fucking well hope so, mate. Who'd pay for this dump?" 

"Def Leppard apparently." 

Gary snorted. "Yeah, and we know why. Bloody one hit wonders." 

"That's unkind." 

"Come off it Andy," Gary spat. "Fucking sell-outs. Who gives a toss." 


"| do, actually. They're mates." 


"Oh yes," Gary plucked a chord. "Mustn't forget to suck up to Def Leppard. We might get a record deal out of 
it. What's the plan Andy, planning to blow Elliott or something?" 


Andrew looked at him with tired eyes. 
"Personally, I'd go for Rick Savage. Have you seen the lips on that bugger?" 


Andrew shook his head and continued to programme Doktor Avalanche. 


Oi, Eldritch, I'm talking to you!" 
"And l'm choosing to ignore you." 
"What's the matter Andy, think you're better than me because you went to Oxford?" 


Andrew flicked off the synthesiser and lit a cigarette. "No Gary," he took a drag. "I think I'm better than you 


because I'm not a misanthropic cunt." 

Gary laughed. "Thats the Andy | know and love!" 

"You don't love anyone," he pulled himself off the floor and left the studio. 

KKK 

The icy wind bustled and cuffed their haggard faces as they leaned against the van in a bid to escape its 
ferocity. Joe held a steaming mug of tea as if his life depended on it while Andrew tugged the folds of his 
jumper over his freezing fingers. lan stared ahead blankly, his thumb idly flicking the rim of a cigarette. 
"Will doesn't want to fuck anymore." 

Joe and Andrew exchanged baffled looks. 

"Oh," Joe took a hurried sip of tea and burnt his tongue. "Shit!" 

"| know," lan sighed. 

"Is that why you're sad?" Andrew pulled the crinkle and it came undone. 

lan looked at him. "I'm not sad." 

"Right," Andrew shoved his hands in his pockets. "Just suicidal then" 

lan smiled. "Much as | love Will's cock, that's not it" 

"What is it then?" 

"You're both such dears," he smiled wistfully. "Always offering tea and sympathy." 

"Actually McCulloch, we just don't fancy faffing about with your corpse." 


Joe grinned. "But you can have this tea all the same. Think I've just killed my tastebuds," he handed the mug to 


lan, who dropped the cigarette and ground it into the tarmac. 
"What are you actually doing in Leeds?" Andrew asked 

"Yeah," Joe shivered and flicked his hair away from his eyes. 

lan shrugged. "Change of scene" 

Joe and Andrew burst out laughing 

"Change of fucking scene, Mac? Seacroft?" Joe held his stomach. 

"| like it here," he drank the tea "Its a liminal sort of place. Central, but not too central to distract us. Cheap, 
but the facilities are pretty adequate. Rustic, but not in a let's launch into a Morris dance and fuck a sheep 
kind of way’ 

"| see," Andrew grinned. "Grew tired of that in Wales eh?" 

"Yes," came the stoic reply 


Joe and Andrew exchanged smiles. 


Joe put his arm around lan. "Let's make the best of it. | like what you said about this place being liminal. Guess 
we're all in the same boat at the moment. Right Andy?" 


"Why not," Andrew crossed his arms. "Truthfully though lads, I'm hoping one of you will put in a good word for 


us with your record companies and get us sighed." 

"Cheeky bugger!" 

"Hell," lan smiled. "You can join Echo € the Bunnymen | probably won't be around much longer" 
Andrew flinched. "Come off it, Mac. Its not funny." 

lan shrugged good-naturedly. "It is what it is." 

Joe sighed and stroked lan's back "Wish you'd tell us whats wrong, lad." 

"Life," lan murmured. "Life is what's wrong.” 


Andrew shook his head and looked away. Joe swallowed hard and gazed at his shoes. 


The Calends of February 


Peace. Night swept and slinked through the industrial estate like a shroud of whistling thorns. But the peace 
was only relative, and its affect pared down by the burgeoning tempest in Joe's mind. He stretched his arms 
behind his head and gazed out at the waxing moon. It was the Calends of February. The year had only just 
begun and Joe was arrested in snares of agitation and anxiety about what it would bring. Sometimes it felt like 
he alone carried the weight of their fortunes. They were too ‘this and that for England. They were too ‘this 
that and the other’ for Europe. And it smarted. They needed to go back to America. But to do that they 
needed money, and to get money they needed to record the masterpiece everyone was expecting them to, and 


to do that they needed to get their shit together. Fortuna lies in waiting. 

Joe closed his eyes and imagined silky, sinuous curls brushing over his chest. He imagined the familiar woodsy- 
resinous aroma and a pair of cobalt doe-eyes boring into his own. The pain in his chest was unbearable. He got 
up and paced around the room for a few moments. He opened the window and let the frosty air cool his 
flushed cheeks. Then he left the room and strolled down the creaking corridor to number 22. 

He knocked. 

The door opened. 

Derial died in his throat. "Sorry." 

Sav loitered against the frame and then let him in without saying a word. 


eR 


lan rolled an empty beer bottle over the carpet. He stretched onto his back and lit a cigarette, his mind a 
veritable trove of unuttered dialogue. He blew smoke into the ether and studied the pale moonlight streaming in 
through the drapes. His stomach rumbled. He sighed and pulled himself off the floor, kicking a snare drum 
dejectedly as he exited the studio and descended the short flight of stairs to the kitchen. 

"Food." 

"Was that an instruction or an enquiry?" 

"Andy Pandy." 

"Doesn't answer my question 


"It was an answer. Of sorts," lan sank into the chair. 


"Give me some money and l'll buy food" 


"At this hour?" 
"Nearing five, Mac. Caffll be open soon" 


"Gosh. What are you doing up so early?" lan tilted his head. The fact that he too was awake at this hour was 


clearly irrelevant. 
"Wired on prellies." 
"Why'd you take them then?" 


"Because we have two days to complete the EP," Andrew sharpened a pencil. "After that its back to my flat 
and a battered 4-track." 


"Don't worry about that, silly. You can use our studio." 

"Oh?" Andrew looked up at him. "What about your recording?" 
"Nowt happening. Just Will and | sat in existential grief" 
"Maybe you should have stayed in Wales." 

‘Maybe | should have electric shock therapy.” 

"What? Whatever for?" 


lan shrugged. "Insomnia. Dysthymia. Homosexuality. Take your pick. Oh, what's that thing Julius Caesar suffered 


from? The seizures and that” 
"Epilepsy 

"Right, epilepsy. Think | have that 

Andrew swallowed. "Don't think they use aversion therapy for epilepsy” 
"Just queers and depressives then," he smirked 

‘Dunno about that," Andrew murmured. "ls that what you are? Queer?" 
‘Spose" 


Andrew pondered that. "Sodomy was decriminalised in the 60s." 


"So?" 
"So homosexuality isn't an offense anymore. Why do you need therapy for it?" 


"It may have been decriminalised in Parliament but it's still a taboo no matter how many toffs are having it in 


the House of Lords," lan scoffed. "Where have you been living, lad?" 

‘It's only a transgression if you feel like you've transgressed." 

"Bollocks, Andy. What would you know about it anyway? You may think you're roughing it with the natives in 
Seacroft but we all know how privileged you are so don't be putting on airs like a wanking philosopher and talk 
to us about transgression!" 

"All | said w-" 

| know what you said, lad. It's what you meant that's fucked me off" 

"Stop calling me lad! We're the same blasted age." 

lan snorted. 


Andrew shook his head. 


lan retrieved his wallet. "Here," he slapped a fifty on the table. "That should be enough to buy you food, board 


and some extra studio time." 

Andrew blinked. "Mac, that's too generous. | can't accept-" 

"You'll accept it and shut up! Stupid southerner." 

"l'm not a southerner!" 

‘Couple of years in Leeds don't make you one of us, lad Not when you grew up in the shire and went to flippin’ 
Oxford. Transgression my arse. It's a fucking transgression you haven't been raped yet with that hair and 
those lips. Who do you think you are? Jimmy bloody Page?" 

Andrew laughed. 


lan smiled. 


And for the first time since Andrew had met him, the smile reached his eyes. 


XE% 

Joe ran his fingers through Sav's tumble of honey-brown curls as they sprawled in a jumble of limbs, pillows 
and blankets. Sav smoothed his hand over Joe's lower abdomen, his head dipping lightly to brush his bee-stung 
lips over Joe's hot skin 

"We don't," Sav swallowed. "Have to talk about it." 

Joe gently tugged Sav's hair in response. Sav moaned softly. 

"| mean, | know you'd rather not" 

Joe closed his eyes and stroked Sav's back 


"So we don't have to." 


Joe stretched out on his side and pulled Sav closer to him. "You got me, Sav. I'm cornered, my back's to the 


fucking wall. What more is there to say?" 

"Don't want you to feel cornered." 

Joe shrugged. "Can't help it. Its all right during the day when there's work and other stuff to keep me busy, 
but the nights are insufferable. Don't you get it Sav? It's not about shagging. If it were that simple I'd find an 
easier target. It's you," he nuzzled Sav's neck "You drive me wild. You make everything better. Like catnip." 
"Catnip?" Sav grinned. 

"Yeah." 

"You comparing me to fucking catnip?" 

"What of it?" 

"Spose it could be worse." 

Joe kissed him. "You got me coming under fire." 

"Aye," Sav closed his eyes. "I make you walk the wire." 


Sav hummed a soft tune. And then his eyes shot open 


"Where's my guitar Joe?" 


"Dunno. It's your room.” 

"Well help me fucking look for it then!" 

RK 

Bricks and mortar are extensions of the people who live in them. They leave their imprint in the walls and the 
building cedes a sentience that builds and festers overtime. Haunted houses are feared because they are set 
apart by the way in which they came into being, especially if the inhabitants practiced magic and divination 
And by the fates, Andrew left a trail of haunted houses in his wake. From runes and tarot to spells and sigils, 
Andrew knew his craft. But he didn't quite understand the mechanism. And like a child playing silly buggers with 
a hound, the chord was about to snap. It was all narrative in a book. A plot that bore no consequence to 
anything. Except when it did. 

"| think we should do a cleansing rite." 

lan and Will exchanged looks. 

"A what?" they said in unison. 

"Cleansing rite. Rid the place of oppressive energy.” 

Will furrowed his brow. "Like an exorcism?" 

"No. Unless you're possessed." 

"What would you use? Holy water?" 

"Not exactly. Petition a guardian spirit or deity to bless the place." 


"Right" Will rolled his eyes. 


lan joined Andrew on the sofa. "I like the sound of that, Andy. Do you think it will help? You know, lift the 
melancholy and that." 


"Don't be daft, Mac. It's all nonsense." 
"Didn't ask you!" 


Will glared at lan. "Isn't that nest of slithering pythons in your skull trouble enough without letting in all that 


voodoo rubbish?" 


"Respectfully, Will, it isnt rubbish." 


"Oil | wasn't talking to you, Eldritch." 
"Sod off Sergeant. What do you know about anything?" 


Will stood up. "I know | could cripple you in two fucking fractions of a fucking second if you don't fuck off back 


to wherever the fuck you fucking came from!" 

"Much as | admire the machismo, Will, please shut up and leave the lad alone." 
"SAME YEAR MAC!" 

lan winked at Andrew. 

Will sat down. "Well I'm older than the both of yous so listen to yer elders.” 
Andrew stretched out on the sofa and grinned at Will 


Will frowned and strummed his guitar. lan hummed a soft tune. Then he picked up a notebook and started 
singing from a page of scribbled lyrics. 


"When you say its love, d'you mean the back of looooove.. We're taking advantage of, and breaking the back of 


love. Bollocks! Summat wrong there,” he snapped. 
"Blimey. You have an incredible voice, Mac." 
"Ah, that's kind." 


"Bloody true is what it is. Don't think | put down ‘Heaven Up Here’ for weeks when it came out. | was actually 


quite," Andrew paused. "Well, in awe when | met you: 
lan scoffed. "Come off it, Andy” 

Will smiled. "See, Mac. If we can move the likes of Andy then there's hope for the Bunnymen yet!" 
"What d'ya mean the likes of me?" 

lan waved his hand. "He means it as a compliment. Trust me" 


Will cranked open a beer. "I do Andy. l'm a grumpy git, you'll get used to me eventually," he took a swig. "You 
know, if we don't kill each other first." 


"Ay up lads," Joe breezed in and leaned against a stack. "What are yous up to?" 


"Mac and Andy were about to conjure a demon" 

Andrew scoffed. "It wasn't a bloody demon. | proposed a cleansing rite." 

"Oh aye," Joe nodded, though clearly baffled. 

lan giggled. "I think it's a brilliant idea! Let's do it tonight. What do we need?" 
"Bloody virgin or summat?" 


"Will, stop being a cantankerous sod and do summat useful, like fixing that bloody heater. Freezing me bollocks 


in here." 
"Funny that. I'm feeling quite toasty actually," Joe crossed his arms. 


"Yeah, mate. You're looking kind of flushed," Andrew looked at him. "Are you running a temperature? Got some 


pills you c-" 
"No," Joe shrugged. "Never felt better as a matter of fact." 


"Well, if | didn't know any better I'd say yer girlfriend were stashed in that inn across the road and had a very 
satisfying morning.” 


"Shut up Mac!" he spat. "You don't know any better. Spent the morning writing a new song with Sav and it's not 
half bad." 


"With Sav eh. Is it a love song?" 

"What of if?" 

"When you say it's love, d'ya mean the back of love?" 
Will and Andrew laughed 

"Fuck off, Mac: 

"Shall we all fuck off to the caff? I'm starving" 

Wills eyes lit up. "Mac, you're actually hungry?" 


"Yes, chuck. Sharp as a whip is our Will” 


Had they been alone, Will would have given lan a giant hug and a tender kiss. But they were not. And Will didn't 
share lan's flamboyance or candour about their relationship. So he gave lan a small smile. lan nodded and smiled 
back. 

"Right," Will looked at Andrew. "Last one to the caff's a southern scallywag!" 


Andrew dashed out of the studio. Will chuckled and followed suit. Their steps shook and thundered down the 


staircase and the front door slammed behind them. 
Joe laughed. "C'mon, Mac. Shouldn't leave them alone lest they'll kill each other over a sarnie." 
"You know you can talk to me," lan said suddenly. "About songwriting." 


"Eh? Why would | wanna do that for? Mac, | do love your music and that, but it ain't Def Leppard. So if its all 


the same to you." 

"With Sav." 

"Yer what?" 

lan tilted his head. "Songwriting. With Sav." 


Joe narrowed his eyes. "Look chuck I've no idea what you're talking about. Why the fuck would | want to talk to 


you about songwriting with Sav?" 
lan bit his lower lip and let the subsequent silence speak for itself. 
And then the penny dropped. 


"No," he snarled. "You got it wrong McCulloch. Just because you're a shirt-lifting queer dont mean the rest of 


us are!" 
lan raised his brow. 


"McCulloch I'm warning youl" he approached lan and jabbed a finger in his chest. "You've got the wrong fucking 


idea and | don't wanna hear it again. Got it?" 
"Got it," lan nodded. "Just..." 
Joe's eyes blazed with fury. 


"Nowt," he sighed. "Must be the hunger.” 


"Right." 
"C'mon then" 
lan opened the door. 


Joe dug his fingers into his jeans, and then walked through it. 


The Moth 


Author's Notes: 


Dedicated with love, admiration and infinite Gunner-fuck-yous to my dear friend MoonZ 181. You've got this. | 


love you. 


The thing is red with menacing stares and flame-like tusks. Axl curls into a ball as the jaws close in, heat- 
swept and tinged with the smell of stale beer. No, dont touch me. Go away. A talon pierces his gut, and then 
another, deeper this time. Axl's mouth opens in a gaping scream as black clouds swirl above like a spiralling 
galaxy. Mommy, help me. But it is no use. There is no relief. Axl cries. He tries, pudgy fingers flailing. He is 
breaking. The thing groans. Coils of intestine spill and splosh and squash until he is a formless mess of bile and 
excrement, a thousand drops of blood dripping down a dagger. Demonic eyes bore into him like drills and he is 


flung against the cross, his skull split open by nails. 

Axl woke up with a pounding heart. 

He drew a shaky breath and looked around. Candles illuminated Izzy in a golden Christian light. Peace. A moth 
circled the flame and sizzled into nothing. Moths, like humans, are drawn to the light on the far side of the 
flame. They go into the light and sacrifice themselves because they are eager to get to the other side. Axl 
knew sacrifice, and his eyes squinted against the loss of time. A gaunt, old man in a young body. 

Izzy stirred, and after a long study of Axl's face, he spoke. "Come on, lets go." 

Axl shook his head. "No." 

"Why?" 

"Because we gotta make sure we have something to come back to." 


"Leave Nikki to me." 


"It ain't about Sixx," Axl said. "What about Geffen? The fans? We can't just up and leave because l'm having a 


crazy turn. The fuck else is new, right?" 
"Ay" 
"Don't," he sat up. "What was | thinking? That I'll just waltz in to LPD homicide and see if Inspector Mouton's 


still there, for shits and giggles. Oh yeah. I'll take that fucker down memory lane and tell him about my voodoo 
doll. Sure. I'll bet he loves that." 


Izzy furrowed his brow. "What are you talkin’ about? You were gonna go to the funeral and close the lid on 


that shit. Remember? Closure. Or am | missing something here?" 

"Closure? What am |, a chick?" 

Izzy rolled his eyes and grabbed a cigarette. 

"You don't understand." 

"So enlighten me." 

"The dreams. The omens. What if somewhere, somehow.. 

"You don't actually believe you're responsible for wasting that bitch?" 

Axl climbed out of bed and opened the window. Everything outside looked free. He felt trapped. Captive in a 
shameful, technicolor dream he couldn't shake off, no matter how many miles he had travelled or the gallons 
of blood he let along the way. 

"Do you have any idea what it's like being me?" he murmured. 

Izzy peered up at Axl, trying to see past the smoke and shadows. "Yes." 

"What's it like?" 

"What a narcissistic question” 


"What's it like?" 


"Smoke and mirrors," Izzy said, letting his eyes drift shut again. "It's like you spend your days in a dark, 


windowless room, laughing and fighting with imaginary people." 
Axl snorted. 
"Then killing them." 


"What the fuck do you know about anything?" 


Izzy sat up and dragged a hand through his hair. "C'mon, man. You may think you're mysterious, but to me? 


You're like a card trick in a parlour." 


Axl returned to the bed and gazed into Izzy's hazel eyes. "What?" 


"What did | say?" Izzy leaned forward, his warm breath tickling Axl's ear. "Smoke and mirrors. You're like a cake 


mix in a box. A catered meal that you claim as your own" 
"You're saying l'm fake? Dishonest?" 
"Don't put words in my mouth." 


Axl straightened his spine and shot Izzy a warring glare. "You know what? You just reminded me why | don't 


like you." 
Izzy laughed at that. 


Axl swooped in and pinned Izzy to the bed, covering his body with his own. "Oh, you think it's funny? You're the 
fucking Rubik's cube in this band. Anything else?" 


"Sure, Billy boy, | got loads of insight. Wanna hear it? You got this weird self-esteem issue where you hate 
yourself but you still think you're better than everyone else.” 


His jaw clenched. "Anything else?" 

There was silence for a moment. Axl waited for Izzy to speak like a plaintiff awaiting a sentence from a judge. 
"You fuck like a pro." 

"l'm glad to hear it" 

"l'm glad to tell it.” 

November rain pattered softly against the window. Something dark and sexy flickered behind Izzy's eyes as he 
studied the elegant contours of Axl's sloping brow and flaring cheekbone. Axl dipped his eyes, not saying 
anything, and suddenly they groaned, kissing deep and hard and wild as heat settled around them like a blanket 
of embers. 

* * 

"You're not eating?" Tommy asked, wiping sauce from his lips. 

Nikki's lips twitched but his expression remained solemn. 


"You gotta eat, bro. You almost fainted last night." 


"So | should just sit quietly and shovel in whatever shit they throw my way like some inmate in the chow line 


doing twenty to life? | dont think so." 

"Eat! 

"| don't need to eat. bm a vampire. 

"No you're not" 

"Did you see me do that?” 

"Do what?" 

"Exactly" 

Tommy rolled his eyes and sucked on his beer. 


He wished he could reach out and hold Nikki to his chest, right over his heart, right where it ached the most. 
Tommy was a believer. He believed in Nikki. He believed in the band. He believed in fate and magic, in sitting 
under the moon with all the time in the world, the full-speed train of life slowing to a crawl. Bound by no 
obligations, barred by no limitations. He believed in speaking without thinking. Talking for hours about love, life, 
about anything and everything. He believed in keeping shit simple. 

"What are you thinking about?" Nikki asked, a touch of colour high in his pale cheeks. 

"You" 

"If you need love, get a hooker," Nikki said, trying to spear a sausage with his fork. The darn thing kept slipping 
across his plate and leaving oily skid marks. "The fuck's up with this shit?" he tossed his fork on the table. "It 


keeps scuttling away like a fuckin’ roach." 


"Wear lighter high spray," Vince muttered, flopping into a chair. "You know, one that won't squish the part of 


your brain that can judge depth and measurement." 

"Wow," Nikki snorted. "That brain of yours. You should totally launch rockets." 
"im nothing if not full of suggestions." 

"You're full of something alright 

Tommy sucked in his cheek. "Hey, Mick?" 


Vince and Nikki glanced at their axe player for the first time. He was hunched over something in a dark corner 
of the room. Or maybe he was just hunched. 


ee 
"Do rats have nuts?" 

Mick studied Tommy like a mother hamster about to eat her three-legged young, 
"Dude?" 


"The word guitar has its origins in the Latin word Cithara It wasn't until the 1200s that drunk little minstrels 
started calling it a guitar." 


"What the fuck does that have to do with a rat's nut, bro?" 

Nikki's sausage shot off the plate like a cannonball and hit Vince in the face. 

"l'm not so good at extemporaneous speaking,” Mick pinched a cigarette between his fingers. "So | have a stash 
of useless conversational facts | can whip out at a moment's notice. Maybe someday I'll memorise some facts 
more specific to rodent balls." 


Tommy's dark mane gleamed under the spotlight as he nodded. 


* * * 


"THEYRE OUT TA GET ME!" 


Izzy thrashed through a whirlwind of chords as Duff whizzed past him and jumped onto a Marshall stack, 
almost knocking it over. Slash whooshed in with earth-shattering feedback, the rapid, high-pitched squeal 
ranging back and forth as his fingers flew along the frets. The obscene, spit out riffs and frenzied beats 
sounded like a gun fight. 


"So you can suck me! Axl reached out to touch a few outstretched hands, melting the front row of fans like a 


stick of butter. 

Steven rolled a pounding outro, fuelling the paranoid, stuffed up and out for everything vibe that Axl wailed 
into the mic, followed by a screaming conclusion from the crowd. Guns N' Roses cheered right along with 
them, and for a few moments forgot all about personal cares until nothing remained but awe for the miracle 
before them. 


"So how was |?" 


"How were you?" 


"Yeah. Was | too stiff? Too forceful? Do | need to relax my lips a little, maybe open my mouth a little more? 


Make it more inviting?" 
Axl glared at Slash. "Do you want to rephrase that fucker?" 


Duff chuckled and opened his zipper, releasing a golden arch into the urinal. "Slash. You can't excel at 


everything, man. Leave the singing to Ax." 


"Like | wanna sing," he mumbled, rubbing his thumb over the plastic baggie in his hand. "But what are we gonna 
do if they fuck off and leave us to play the shows alone huh?" 


"Are you totally fuckin’ crazy?" Axl scowled. "ls that what you imagined would happen? That Izzy and | would 
just disappear and leave you dipshits to stand in for us?" 


"Frankly, yeah." 

Izzy looked at his reflection in the mirror. "I look like Keith Richards at Altamont." 

"Okay, listen up, reptile boy. No one's singing except me. In fact no one's doing a damn thing unless | say so. Izzy 
and | are gonna take off for a few days. Family business, that's all you need to know. We'll catch up in Florida 
for our Lakeland show." 

A sharp, staccato. "No." 

Axl's eyes narrowed at Duff. "What?" 

"| said, no. D'ya need that in triplicate? Sign language?" 

"Duff, leave it," Izzy said. "We got our reasons for bailing, okay? Its important." 

"Not until | have assurances that you're not jeopardising our place on the tour." 

'Listen-" 

"No you listen!" Duff snarled. "I didn't work my ass off feeding you shitfucks and walking this band through a 
goddamn contract to have you bail on our biggest tour to date and screw everything up because of fuckin’ 
family business or whatever the hell. 

Axl crossed his arms over his chest. "What do you need?" 

"Like | said, assurances that we have a tour to come back to. | wanna know how much cash we're losing on 


your little joyride back to the hood. And it's coming out of your pay check Just to be clear. Why should the 


rest of us be outta pocket?" 


"Yeah," Slash said, tying a belt around his arm. 

"Fine," Izzy sighed. 

The only assurance they had was their ass splayed out on the asphalt. But Izzy and Axl didn't share that piece 
of information with the rest of the band, it was a work in progress. A waiting game in which patience was 
power. Izzy knew that Nikki would try to gouge out every last bit of opportunity he could from it. Just then, 
the doors burst open as Nikki Sixx and Tommy Lee stomped in and sucked the air out of the bathroom. 
"Dude, that drumroll was awesome!" Tommy slapped Steven on the back 

"So keep it?" 

"Keep it" 

Axl shot Steven a ‘what the hell are you listening to him for’ look 

‘Izzy, you seem less than thrilled,” Nikki drawled, checking his teeth in the mirror. 

"| just think we're a little too on the beat, that's all.” 

"Too on the beat?" Duff frowned. "That's crazy." 

"How can we be too on the beat?" Steven tapped the syringe to release air bubbles. 


"You're sayin we should be off the beat?" 


Nikki chuckled, swinging his bass around to his back to take a leak. Tommy ran his hands through his wild hair, 


flipping it, teasing it in various directions. 


"Ok, shut up. Sorry | brought it up," Izzy muttered. "Let's just play perfectly on the beat and add a laser show 
and a flute and be fuckin’ Genesis, if thats what you want" 


"We're just trying to figure out what you mean," Steven said. "So we're too perfect?" 

"We could loosen things up a bit," Duff shrugged. 

"That's all l'm sayin’. A little more Dolls, a little less Kraftwerk" 

Nikki watched Steven examining his crushed veins and his face lit up with an expression of sudden insight. He 


was never going to win this battle. He was never going to beat the bullet. He loved heroin more than it loved 


him, and that was the truth. Duff glanced at Nikki, his hair was a wild mess and he looked more human and 


handsome that he had ever seen Feeling the weight of his stare, Nikki locked eyes with Duff. 


"So," he offered him a cigarette. "Looks like you might be out of a job when Tweedledum and Tweedledee head 


home to form a country band. Wanna be my bass tech?" 
"What's the pay like?" 

Nikki whispered in his ear. "I'll triple what they're paying you." 
Tommy's smile faded. 


* eK 


The frigid air hit Izzy's face when he walked out of the motel that night. And it smelled cold. Cold has a smell, 
Izzy decided, especially extreme cold. The orange tinted lights from the highway created ugly shadows in the 
parking lot and Izzy's brisk pace was reduced to a begrudging shuffle, heavy boots sliding on wet concrete. The 
rain was getting through his coat, at least around the shoulders and back. He got on the bus and settled on 
the sofa, the rush of howling winds and driving rain a worthy backdrop to the fever of faces and shadows 
around him. A loud thunder snap ripped through the sky. Izzy lit a cigarette, the tip flaring red as he inhaled 
deeply and listened to the tinkling harp of water droplets. It made him feel better to know other things in 


nature can rip. 
"Hj" 


Izzy squinted at a tall shadow on the far side of the bus. "You're a real master of fear there, Nikki," he 
drawled. "Look out, Jason and Freddy, Nikki said hi." 


Nikki flopped on the couch with a smirk "We don't talk enough, you know?" 

Izzy glanced at Nikki, his lips slightly parted. "What do you want?" 

"The usual. Blowjobs. Pizza. World peace: 

"Hoh" 

"Your firstborn" 

Izzy snorted at that. "Man, l'm never procreating" 

"Probably for the best," Nikki smiled, his eyes midnight. "So listen. You and red can have four days. No 


cancellation fees. No repudiation of contract. You do whatever the fuck it is you need to do and we'll continue 


the tour next Thursday in Lakeside" 


"Where's the catch?" 

"Aw, you wound me." 

"Cut the crap." 

Nikki leaned forward, propping his elbows on his knees. "I'm coming with you." 
"What?" Izzy gaped. "Why?" 


"| need to get away. Anywhere. It doesn't matter. Bumfuck Indiana is as good as any. Your secret mission 


sounds intriguing. But I'll stay out of your shit.” 
"There's no fuckin’ way-" 
‘Its either that or | take your ass to court for breach of contract. Your call, Stradlin" 


Izzy opened his mouth to say something, then he shut it again. His face closed for a moment, his unreadable 


mask falling into place. "Okay." 
Nikki smirked. "Okay." 


Izzy strummed his guitar, bluesy licks drawing his face in concentration as dark locks fell in his eyes and 
smoke curled from his lips. Nikki felt inspired. He grabbed his journal and started to sketch, his pencil racing 
across the page making marks, almost as if it had a mind of its own. Listening to Izzy play was like discovering 
an eagle in the wild. There was something noble and tumbling about his playing. A knowledge of the infinite or 
some arcane, soulful magic that tapped into the very source of creation. Nikki sketched, entranced, and the 


pulses of spirit and light soon took on the proof of another presence. 

"How long?" Izzy asked suddenly. "You and Tommy." 

Nikki put the pencil down. "I guess there's no point in denying it, huh?" 

"Why would you?" 

He shrugged. "Forever, pretty much." 

"Love at first sight, huh?" 

| wouldn't say that. But it was a definite ‘Come to Jesus’ moment when | first laid eyes on that dumbass. You 


know what it's like working in the biz, professional relationships often blur with friendships. Sex. Fucking. Hard, 


deep ass pounding. You know?" 


Izzy smirked. "Yeah, | know about fucking.” 


"Good to know. Besides, T-Bone accepts me as | am. Wicked. Sarcastic. Narcissistic. Vitriolic. Dead," Nikki grinned 
impishly. "Most people don't like the real me." 


Really? 

"Yeah, babe. Reeeeeally." 

Izzy chuckled. "What d'ya mean ‘the real you'?" 

"People don't like me if | act like myself. I'm too deep. Too probing. | ask questions nobody wants answers to. l'm 
too painful to be around. But if | act like somebody else, people fall all over me. Chicks. Guys. | can get anything 
| want out of them. Anything. Kind of meaningless and dehumanising, right? So basically, I'm just screwed" 
"You really think you're that deep?" 

| could devour you with my depth if | wanted" 

"No thanks." 

Nikki tilted his head. "See?" 

"But nobody wants to be devoured. That's just-" 

"Unromantic?" 

"No. Its weird!" 

"But l'm not actually trying to devour anyone. What am I, Satan? My mind just doesn't stop wondering things, 
and offen they end up being things people don't wanna think about. So when | try to get close they just get 
scared away because it's not attractive to think that deeply," Nikki trailed off. "You should see the fear in 
their eyes. | mean, | get it. | don't like the real me either. In fact... | fuckin’ hate myself most of the time." 
“That's a lot of fear and loathing." 

"Dude, that's a whole other story." 

"But it ain't a story. It's the reality now." 

A certain realisation dawned on Nikki. "Maybe. But I'm not talking about weird, disturbing shit necessarily. Just 


stuff that's painful to think about. | ask people questions like, ‘Why did your mom leave your dad when you 
were twelve, or ‘Why do you hate yourself? Sometimes I'll go as far as, ‘Why did you try to kill yourself? 


Stuff like that. | ask too many painful questions. Do you get me at all?" 


Nikki stumbled into places in life. He said things. Deep things, weird things that no matter how much he forgot 
about someone didn't. People are vindictive like that. Jealous cunts. He said them innocently but someone 
remembered them and dismissed him as an attention whore and a vampire. He had that in common with Axl. 
Then Nikki became one. Not a Hollywood vampire, the junkie kind. The kind that speaks psalms to the night air 
and breathes life into the lifeless. Alone, always alone. Words true of the countless dead. But he was just 
another stick in the furnace, a cinder kicked into dust. 


Izzy nodded, placing the side of his head against the window. "Yeah. | really do." 


To be continued. 


